28            NADIR, THE PERSIAN
The sun was setting and the hour was late, And short was the time for my pressing need.
I donned his clothes and left him mine,
And bidding him wait my return, I started on foot for the darkening town,
Where the lights were beginning to burn. I entered the gate ere the portal was barred,
Then on by alley and road, Till I came to the stately, massive pile,
The Persian Imperial abode. The sentries were set, but the password I knew, And without demur aside they drew, Then turning my face from the careless guard, Swiftly I strode to the palace yard.
Each winding staircase and corridor
Had been traversed by me a hundred times o'er,
I knew them like the lines on my hand
By night or the light of day, And without falter or doubt, from room to room,
I threaded a devious way. The halls were full of the courtier crowd, Who bandied their jests and laughed aloud, But they cared not a whit for the slinking knave Who glided by in the garb of a slave.
And at last I found what I came to seek.
When I stole by a curtained room, I heard the tones of a well-known voice
Come softly through the gloom.